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One 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first ever Megadeth fic! Hopefully | do it justice! Read € Review please! Enjoy! 


May | 2003 

David grinned from his position in the passenger seat. He had been waiting for this day for years, especially 
since it took that long for Dave to thaw out, let alone warm up, to the idea. This also led to their move from 
Arizona to Southern California, which again, took a long time to convince Dave to do, but they had managed to 
find an area similar to the one they had left behind. 

"How do you think she's doing?" David asked, his excitement battling with worry for their friend. 


Dave grunted in reply. 


"Dave? Aren't you at all excited? This is a big day!" 
Eh." 


David just rolled his eyes and looked back out the window; he knew Dave was just being Dave, he was just as 
eager to get there as he was, if the calloused fingers drumming on the steering wheel were anything to go by. 


Dave barely had the car parked before David launched out of the vehicle, already walking with fast strides 
towards the entrance to the hospital. Dave rolled his eyes and got out, locking the car before following David 


at a much more sedate pace. 


"Hurry up! Itll be over by the time we get there if ya keep movin’ so slowly!" David called behind him, already 
near the front desk. 


‘Again with this?!" Dave eyed David incredulously. 

"This could change our lives! For the better! Haven't you always wanted to be a dad?" 
"Hell no!" 

‘Come on, Dave! It would be great!" 

"No, Junior!" 

David deflated a bit. "We have so much to offer a child, Dave. What are you afraid of?" 
‘im not afraid of anything! Im just content with what we have!" 

David shook his head "Youre scared that you wouldnt be good enough, arent you?" 
Dave was beginning to get angry. "Enough with the accusations! Im not scared, afraid, frightened, whatever!" 
‘I know you would make a great father, Dave!" 

‘Nope. Besides, | dont think this state will allow it" 

David grinned. "You're considering it." 


‘No, Im not. And we've gone through this time and time again, its not gonna happen! End of discussion!" With that, 
Dave stalked off, muttering angrily under his breath, 


David's smile grew wider. This definitely wasn't the first time they had discussed this, but he knew he was winding 
Dave down or he wouldnt have mentioned the state thing It was a matter of time before David would thoroughly 
convince Dave fo go through with this 


"Can | help you gentlemen?" The clerk smiled at them. 

"We're in a hurry, ma'am. A woman, Madeline Dunn, came in and is about to give birth." David explained. 
"Ah, you could hear her from a mile away. Are you the father or-" 

"Yes, we are." David announced, Dave shifting a bit uncomfortably behind him. 


The woman grinned even wider and typed something into the computer. "Room 120, it's down the hall and to the 
right." 


"And congratulations!" she called after them. 


The clerk was right, she could be heard outside the room as they approached. And as they came into the 


room they were immediately met by a nurse. 


"Thank goodness you're finally here. We don't have much time, she's fully dilated, so just put on these gloves, 


caps, and coats and then you can come closer.” 


The two promptly donned the gear and quickly washed their hands and put on their gloves before going 
towards the bed where Madeline, their friend and surrogate, laid with her legs bent and in the air. They were 
quickly ushered to either side of the bed and were completely subjected to death grips on their wrists as she 


let out another cry. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


"F it wasn't for you and Dave, me and the girls would probably be dead by now. Its no trouble." 
‘Are you serious? You'll really do it?" Davids eyes brightened 


"already have two kids, having another wouldn't be too bad But if you can convince Dave, then Hi happily be your 
surrogate." said Madeline. 


David's mind flashed back to the time when they had first moved to Arizona. The poor woman had been getting 
beaten for years even before they settled next door, but she always had a smile ready for them when she 


brought over her famous key lime pie. They came to like her, even Dave growing a soft spot for her, and when he 
finally witnessed her ex-husband raise a hand to her, he had raised his own to him; hell, even David wanted to beat 
that low-life son of a bitch to a pulp. 


Affer that they fook her and her kids in while she filed for divorce after IO long years of domestic abuse and she 
moved to Southern California with her mother when it became finalized. It was by a great stroke of luck that they 
happened to move a few houses down that year. 

"Why do you think Im here? Why we're here?" 

Madeline sat forward. "No way. He's actually doing this?" 


‘Grudgingly. Very grudgingly but HI take what | can get." 


"Well then | never pictured the day where he would agree to something like this. Hed be a great, albeit protective, 
father." 


"That's what | thought too." 

With that, they hunkered down and began to hash out the finer details of the surrogacy. 

"Alright, Miss Dunn, | can see the head Just a few more pushes." 

"You're doing great, Madie! Keep going!" David encouraged right along with the lead Obstetrician. 
Dave just quietly squeezed her hand in support. 


"Nngh!" Madeline gritted her teeth as she continued to push. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Dave and David gave the finished nursery a once over. 
"The due date is so close! | can't believe this is happening!" 


Dave couldn't help the twitch of his lps as he glanced over at the overly ecstatic bassist. He still had his 
reservations with all this and he hated to admit it but David was right, he was scared He would rely heavily on 
David because all he had ever really known from his own father was the drinking and the insults and the abuse. He 
hoped to God that he would never turn out like his old man, and the time for him to find out was approaching 
rapidly. He approved of picking Madeline as their surrogate, in fact, he had uncharacteristically left most of the 
decisions up to David, this was ground that he hadnt covered and if David felt sure of all the choices that were 
being made then he would let him have his fill, its not lke he really controlled anything else in their relationship and 


it was damn sure going to stay that way. 
"I wonder if its going to be a boy or a gril The suspense is killing me!" 

Dave snorted "Maybe ya should have just let the damn doctor tell us what it was" 

"Dont be a sourpuss, this is good suspense. We'll love it no matter what the gender." 

‘Can we get back to work now? Ive got this idea for a rift and | need to get it down" Dave spoke brusquely. 
David sighed and reluctantly followed him out of the room; Dave always got this way whenever they started to 
talk in depth about the whole baby thing He knew that Dave's own childhood made hm wary to become a father 


himself, especially when Dave showed that he had inherited a few tendencies that his dad had. No matter,’ David 
thought to himself, ‘They're still two different people and Im sure he's going to be nothing like that bastard’ 


"Just one more push! And..there we go!" 


The shrill sound of the child's wails filled the room, David allowed Dave to cut the umbilical cord as he 


whispered words of praise and appreciation to the woman panting for breath on the bed. 
"Congratulations! It's a baby girll" The Obstetrician announced as the child was taken away to be cleaned. 


Several hours later.. 


"She's so tiny." David beamed down at the bundle in his arms. 
"I know! She's beautifull" Madeline grinned tiredly at the proud father. 


Dave leaned back in the corner of the room, watching as the two gushed over the newborn baby, his face 


carefully neutral. 
"Dave?" David turned to face the redhead. "Don't you wanna hold her?" 
Dave just turned his head. 


David carried the baby towards Dave and stopped in front of him, holding her out to him. "Go ahead, man. 
She's not going to bite you." 


Dave sighed and turned his eyes towards the newborn, soft, almost golden eyes staring back at him. He 
hesitantly held out his arms, awkwardly wrapping his arms around her as David passed her to him. ‘Well, this 
isn't so bad' he thought as he used his index finger to play around with one of her miniature hands. 


The infant girl yawned widely and the tiny fingers lightly grasped his much larger one, causing a rare, soft 


smile to grace his face. 
"Do you have a name for her?" Madeline asked. 
"Of course we do." David answered. 


They had spent many an hour throughout many a night going through all sorts of names for both boy and 


girls before picking out a solid one for each gender. 
"Well? What is it?" 


"Nicole Francina Ellefson-Mustaine." Dave responded softly, his hazel eyes still locked on his new daughter's 


small face. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
This isn\'t going to be a day by day telling, but an overtime thing. Read € Review please! And as always, enjoy! 


May 3, 2003 

"Thank fuck! | thought we were never gonna get outta there!" Dave said in relief as they crossed the threshold 
of their home, Dave carrying the car seat that held Nicole and David bearing a diaper bag and different baby 
accessories courtesy of the hospital. 

"Don't curse in front of Nikki! | don't want her to pick up your bad habits!" David reprimanded. 

"Really, Junior? Really? She's two days old, what could she possibly learn from me?" Dave rolled his eyes. 


"| don't care; anyway, you swear a lot, and you should start cutting down now." David advised. 


"Don't tell me what to do with my own fucking mouth." Dave replied storming up the stairs and towards the 
nursery. 


David sighed. He knew that getting Dave to stop his terrible, and highly impressionable, habits was going to be 
next to impossible. But when he thought a bit deeper, he realized that in doing that would change who Dave 
was, and it was the fuck the world attitude, foul language, and bad temper that attracted him to the fiery 
haired man in the first place. He snapped out of his reverie when he heard the soft wails from upstairs. 


Cursing under his breath, he darted up the staircase and in the direction of the nursery. 

What he saw nearly had him breaking into fits of laughter. Dave looked uncharacteristically flustered, 
muttering what he hoped was comforting things to the crying infant in his arms, but by the looks of things, it 
wasn't working; when he spotted David standing there, he glared but appealed to him for help. 

"Don't just stand there! Make her stop!" He ordered exasperatingly. 


David sat the objects in his arms down, quickly approaching them. "Here, let me have her." 


Dave didn't waste any time handing over the tiny girl, David rocking her gently and cooing softly at her. "Give 
me her bottle." He instructed. 


Dave dove into the bag scrambling around desperately trying to find the item in question 
David rolled his eyes. "It's in one of the mesh pockets, man." 
"| knew that." Dave muttered, taking the bottle and handing it to his partner. 


David pried the top off the bottle and guided the nipple towards the baby's mouth, Nicole automatically 


latching onto it and slurping up its contents. 

"God, | never thought it would endl" 

David grinned as Nicole's eyes began to droop. "You're completely hopeless." 
"I told you | would be." Dave mumbled. 


"That doesn't mean that you can't get better, man. l'm sure lots of men have been in your position, not 
everyone is born to handle children" 


"Easy for you to say, mama bear." 


David decided to lose himself in his, no their, daughter and ignore Dave's comment. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNNNNNN NNN 


dune 2, 2003 


Dave grinned as Nicole smiled and gurgled at the bright, glittery toy that he held just out of her reach above 


her. The past few weeks had been trying for both of them, what with the baby waking them up at ungodly 


hours of the night, refusing to go back to sleep unless she was fed and rocked in the strong but gentle arms 


of one of her fathers. He would never admit this to David as long as breathed on his earth, but this parenting 


thing had grown tremendously on him; his awkward handling had turned more sure as time went on, and he 


didn't need David to constantly assist him with caring for her, although he still steered clear when it was time 


to change her diapers, it was bad enough when the kid pukes on him, just imagine what it smelled like when she 


pooped. 


He let out a small chuckle when she hummed and moved restlessly as he bounced the stuffed toy on her little 


tummy. 
"Hello, hello, hello!" He heard a familiar feminine voice near the door of the nursery. 
“Sup Maddie?" He answered in way of greeting as she came up to the crib. 


"Just checking up on you two. She's getting so big!" 


"Junior sent you didn't he?" 

"He was a little concerned so he dialed me up and here | am. Where is he anyway?" 

"His mom is in coming to see Nikki and he's waiting for her plane to get here." 

"Looks as if everything is on the up and up." 

"Never thought | would fully grasp this whole dad business." 

"We told you that you wouldn't be anything like John" 

Dave closed his eyes against the images of his unfortunate childhood flooded his mind. "Yeah," was all he said, 
focusing his attention back to the infant staring up at him, effectively cutting off the conversation before it 
delved any deeper. The last thing he needed was to chase away the memories with a bit of alcohol, David didn't 
drop him off for what seemed like the millionth time for nothing. But man was the temptation to drink strong; 
it was great that he was improving with his care of Nicole, but the questions of why his father hadn't treated 
him the same way he treated his child plagued him constantly, and trying to hide it behind his usual | don't 


care disposition caused another heap of obstacles for them to concur when his and David's arguments would 


get louder, eventually waking up their daughter. 

| saw him at the store the other day, David, | mean" 

"Yeah, and?" 

"He looked tired and more than a bit stressed out, but as always, he tried to cover it up with smiles and 
happy gestures. Want to tell me what's going on? And don't put it all on Nikki, trust me | know how to spot 
when something's amiss, | lived a lie long enough to tell." 

"Nothin's going on and | don't care to talk about anything.” 


"But Dave-" 


"Ya checked up on us like you promised," He picked Nicole up and headed towards the door. "Now that you have, 


you can see your way out." 


Madeline sighed, he always got like this where feelings were concerned. David got to see the other side of Dave 
here and there, Nicole as well, even though she wasn't old enough to even grasp the importance of witnessing 
that openness, but everyone else got a big ‘fuck off in the form of him leaving the conversation or the actual 


words ‘fuck off. 


"He still has a long way to go." Shaking her head, she exited the nursery and left the house, taking out her cell 


phone to assure her favorite ‘David' that she had done what he asked. 


Three 
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August 28, 2003 
"Don't worry, I'll take good care of the little angel" Frances promised. 


"| just hate to part from her, but we gotta put bread on the table somehow." David sighed, glancing over at 
Dave who was quietly talking to the widely grinning and babbling three-month old. 


"He's going to miss her." 
"Of course he is Mom; he's not as steel-hearted as he would like to be." 


Frances nodded; she hadn't approved of Dave when she first met him, but she had to admit that he eventually 


grew on her. 


RUN NNNNNN NNN NNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN 


December 23, 1985 
‘Hey Mom! Long time, no see!" 


Frances smiled gently at her son despite the bitter cold that hit her when she opened the door. "Oh, its so good fo 


see you sweetheart!" 

She gripped David in a tight embrace, fighting back tears; it had been almost three years since she had seen her 
precious boy. When they parted, she stepped back to let him inside, and thats when she noticed the delinquent 
looking man behind him and fought the urge to scowl "This must be the friend you were felling me about." 
David half-turned to look at Dave. "Yeah, this is Dave Mustaine. Dave this is my mother Frances." 


‘ts great to finally meet you; David doesn't bring too many friends around here." She mustered up a smile and 
held her hand out for him to shake. 


Dave mumbled something before David elbowed him sharply in the side. Glaring murderously at him, he took her 
offered hand and gave it a shake as he uttered a pathetic "Good to meet you foo." 


Frances motioned him towards an extra comfy looking sofa planted right in front of a lit fireplace. "Well Dave, if 
you could have a seat Hi have David come in the kitchen and help me fix up the hot chocolate." 


Dave just shrugged and plopped down on the plush cushion of one of the seats. David braced himself as he entered 
the kitchen with his mother. 


‘I know what youre gonna say." he started 
Frances opened one of the cupboards and pulled out three mugs 


"What is with you and these bad boys, David?!" She turned to him and planted her hands on her hips. "What 
happened to that nice Greg boy?" 


‘Mom, he's not as bad as he seems and we're definitely not going to bring up the whole mess with Greg." 


She nabbed the pot of hot chocolate off the stove. "I wanted you to stay out of trouble and this new boy looks 
lke big trouble!" 


"Just give him a chance, Mom. | think | can make this one work" 
She just snorted, pouring it into each individual cup. "You think?" 


David opened the cupboard next fo the one that housed the cups and eased out a small tray. ‘I's not going to be 
easy; even you and Dad had your issues" 


‘Ljust don't want fo see you hurt, David" Frances shook her head solemnly, setting the mugs on the tray 
"snt that why I have you?" David smiled softly 

Frances sighed "And youll always have me for as long as | breathe. Just be careful” 

David beamed and wrapped his arms around her and squeezed "Thanks, it means a lot to me." 


‘ don't cook, but | know it doesnt take that long to get hot chocolate!" Dave called out from his position on the 


couch, 
‘Come on, lets see if we can turn this Grinch into a holidays‘ man." Frances nudged him and walked out the door. 


David picked up the tray and followed her, hoping that Dave wouldn't embarrass him too much 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Present Day 


David planted one last kiss on Nicole's forehead before handing her off to his mother. "We'll be back as soon as 


we can angel." 


Frances waved at them as the traveled down the walkway to their car. Dave glancing back at the small girl 


that rested in her arms, his gait slowing a bit. 
"Don't worry, Dave. You know she'll take good care of Nikki." David assured as they got into the vehicle. 


"Yeah." Was his only response as he started the car and pulled out of the driveway, and as they progressed up 


the street, Dave looked up into the rearview mirror as they turned and headed towards the small airport. 
November 4, 2003 


lm heading out to get something to eat. Do ya want anything?" David asked as he snatched up the keys to 


their rental. 

Dave looked up from the lyrics he was jotting down. "Couldn't ya just order somethin'?" 

"You know how | feel about hotel food" 

Dave scowled and rolled his eyes. "Whatever. Just grab anything, | guess. | don't really care." 
"Don't get all pissed if | bring back something you dont like." 

lm definitely gonna get pissed if you bring me some crappy shit back, Junior." 


David fought the urge to roll his own eyes as he closed the door, leaving the control freak that shared his life 
on the bed in his own little world. 


Dave waited a few more minutes to make sure David was truly gone before hopping up and darting towards 
his luggage. After a few moments he extracted the small flask from the bottom corner of the bag; he did feel 
guilty that he was doing this, but the urges had become too much. Opening the small container, he tipped his 
head back and took several long drinks of the heady contents; God, Junior would be so disappointed in him if, or 
when, he ever found out and he didn't dare let his thoughts trace back to the baby girl they had left in 


Frances's care in Minnesota. 


